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	Struggle, Survive

"Mother-Fucker!" probably can't tell, but I'm happy. On a hunch, ands that's one big hunch, I went at a small cluster of limpers just because one of them had on a backpack. Sure I almost got bit and had to use a few rounds, but that backpack was the needle in the haystack. Meds. Painkillers. Antibiotics. Sealed bag of "original" flavored beef jerky. Unexpired, surprisingly. Four cans of cherry cola and a two liter of raspberry flavored sweet tea, also unexpired. I say unexpired, and they are, but to tell you the truth I would still eat and drink that stuff if it wasn't. The bag of jerky is pretty big, too. Family sized to be specific. "Looks like I'm sittin' pretty for the next few days. And I got a new bag."

All I had to do now was double back to my camp and call it for the day. From the look of the sun in the sky if say it was almost midday. I could scavenge some more, but I feel that I've found more than enough today. I'm about an hour out, maybe five miles away. Taking one last look inside my new goodie bag , I zip it up and start walking. Then, on the edge of the air, I hear something I haven't heard in a long while. A scream. It was just out of earshot but I know what I heard. Sounded like it came from the south. Where I was headed before I decided to turn back.

"A survivor. No...no...that's not...that's not me." I cursed myself for thinking like that. First thought that'd come to my mind was to take the newly killed persons possessions. That's not me. That's not me. I am not cold. "HEY! HOLD ON! JUST HOLD ON!"

If there was a response I didn't hear one. I holstered my sidearm and unsheathed the knife from my hip. Kneeling down I hold my blade in my teeth while I dump the innards of my old bag into my new one. Zipping it closed I take my weapon back in hand and start sprinting down the street. I call out once more, letting them know that I was inbound. My peripheral vision caught no limpers, I almost didn't believe it. You'd think a city like New York would have more dead.

I ran for about about five minutes and I still hadn't heard another yell. Maybe they got caught, maybe they didn't, but I decided to keep looking until I knew for sure. Fifteen more minutes and still there was nothing...until I spotted a crowd of limpers flocked around an abandoned delivery truck. Squinting, I could see who I assumed I was searching for. Their back was away from me as they layed on their side huddled in the fetal position. There were too many dead jump off and run, but it didn't matter since the truck was too high to jump off of in the first place. They were between a rock and a hard place. Can't escape, but if the dead keep coming they could very well tip the truck. Sliding my right hand into my sweater pocket, I grab my pocket telescope. After sheathing my knife I bring the looking glass to my right eye.

"There are too many...ahhhh...maybe, if I use my gun." I counted at least thirty limpers. I have fifteen rounds, fourteen in the clip and one in the chamber. I could use every shot , take out maybe half the herd, have them jump off the cab of the vehicle, lead em' through some alleys to lose the stragglers. Not the best, or safest plan, but it'll have to do. I bring my glass down and place it back in my pocket, and grab my gun out from its holster.

"Ay-"

"Shit! What the fuck-Jerry?"

"Put the gun down, please."he had walked on me while I was lost thinking. I huffed out a small laugh before lowering my gun.

"I thought you were one of them. Didn't expect you out here. What...what are-"

"I'm tired of sitting back, waitin' to die soft. Came out to help you scavenge...I was down the road when you started runnin'."

"Jerry. You. Are. Sick! Look at you, you're sweating bullets and there's a foot of damn snow on the ground."

"Hey, cold beats hot, right?"

"Stupid."

"New bag? Had any goods?"

"Medicine. Food. Drink."

"Hoohoooooo, Firo! You are the best."

"Keep telling me that and start to hate hearing it."

"So what's the story?" Jerry stood next to me, looking on at the truck I had been eying over the past ten minutes.

"They're trapped up there. Head back. I'll give you five minutes before I engage the limpers. We'll meet you at the point where I started running. We're not back my sunset, you head for the station and wait there. Yeah?"

"The HELL do you mean, we. Them...you mean to bring them back?" as soon as his voice hitched and raised I brought up my hands and lowered them slowly, signaling him to calm down. He rolled his eyes and readied himself to challenge my judgement. Before he could say anything his left arm shoots up and his gun fires. "You're welcome."

I look behind me, a corpse now at my feet. I show my thanks briefly with a small gesture.

"This is my choice."

"We don't have enough food to take in another person!"

"Then I'll give them half of mine! Now, do me a favor, and shut the fuck up." in my now irritable state, somehow I was able to lower my voice back down to a whisper. I glanced back at the truck, spotting a few of the limpers breaking off from the herd and coming towards us. "Go back. NOW."

"Five minutes?" Jerry asked.

"I'll give you ten." I decided. Jerry turned suddenly, a skip in his step, and began running back. By the time he was gone from my field of vision about two or three minutes had passed. Hiding in an empty recycling bin near my position I become lost to the corpses that had broken from the herd. I used my right ring finger to tap on my leg, counting the seconds. At ten minutes, I had claimed out of the bin to finally act.

"Hey!" I yell out, trying to get the persons as well as the corpses attention. I squint, interest rising as the person atop the vehicle moves. From here, I can tell easily that they are female. Her hair is long, waist length, almost jet black in color. "I'm going to start shooting! When I get close enough, you'll jump down, and I'll help you get away!"

She said nothing, only nodding before standing. I started pushing ahead, and lifted up my weapon. At the first squeeze of the trigger I started counting the shots. Two, four, seven, ten. With each shot to the head they fell, and granted me a confidence I had only felt on such occasions. At the twelfth gunshot I had flinched, the sound doubled as if I had fired twice. I continue firing having made sense that this woman had a gun of her own.

"Come on!" I was out of bullets. I ran past the last of the walking dead, stopping at the cab of the truck. She hopped down, her rear landing on the roof before sliding down the windshield and hood. I grabbed her by the forearm, and led her towards the nearest alleyway. At this point I can say that I am both surprised, and anxious. Surprised that my plan worked, anxious to find where my actions would lead me.


End file.
